FIRST ENGAGEMENTS.
in fact, she tied the muffler round my neck which she had herself knitted for the occasion. I stuck my sword (which was covered with brown paper, for decency's sake) through the handle of my carpet-bag, slung it over my shoulder, and away I trudged in the dark.
" At first this precious bag seemed light as a feather, but after I had walked twenty miles or more, and thoro was no sign of the coach, the infernal thing had become a load for a pack-horse.
" I struggled on a few miles further, and then giving it up as a bad job, came to anchor on a heap of stones by tho roadside, where I lighted my pipe and awaited tho coach.
" Half an hour, an hour, another half hour. Blame tho coach ! Would it never come ?
" At lust I hoard the tautara of tho guard's horn and tho sound of wheels; tho next moment she came rattling over tho summit of tho hill with the horses in a lather.
"'Up nprang I on tho heap of stones. 'Holloa! Holloa I' I shouted. I might as well have shouted to tho dead, For neither tho driver nor the guard deigned to take tho .slightest notice of my existence. Tho paHBongurn did, though, and no wonder, for in my rago I started back and foil heels over head into tho ditch behind. Fortunately for me, it was a dry
Eng turned up for me. These continual dis-
